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Robert Graves is writing a life of me for Doran, who ramped
about England asking many of the worst people to do it. Said he
wanted something true. Apparently Revolt in the Desert isn't
finally convincing to all tastes. On the whole better Robert
Graves than another. He is a decent fellow, does not know too
much about me: will think out some psychologically plausible
explanation of my spiritual divagations: and will therefore help
to lay at rest the uneasy ghost which seems to have stayed in
England when I went abroad.

But don't imagine that The Seven Pillars is great literature.
It isn't: but it's one of the best dressed imitations of a book you'll
ever see. If only I'd been able to carry the Bank with me, to add
a couple of thousand more to the overdraft, and had made The
Seven Pillars by that much better. I could ruin most gloriously
any publisher who would give me a free hand.

I doubt whether D.G.H. would take Magdalen now. Ambition
doesn't always die out in Middle Age: and he makes full use of
his leisure now. Of course, though, he may leave the Ashmolean
soon, and then he might accept.

Poor old Egerton. Hard to die in pain after living so long.
Nearly all those old dons have gone, now.

Sir Robert Borden may make All Souls wise: but hardly witty.
However P.H.K.1 must have his occasional joke. The terror-to-
come is that his advancing front line may give him capacity for
very frequent jokes in time. Warn me when his third chin
detaches itself from the second.

You are now on your way to Lake Superior, or to some rocky
part of Canada in a Canoe. Well, well. I'll be in Karachi till
further notice. That may be, Fm given to understand, only till
1930! Joy,                                                                      T.E.S.

I have an idea I wrote you a duplicate of this letter last week.
I often mean to write letters. If people would only take the
intention for the deed life would be eaiser.

1 Philip Kerr, now Lord Lothian.